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Friday, March Eve
I went to Hardenhuish House. Between St. Paul's Church and
the Lodge an old man stood by the way-side begging. He was
quite blind, and beside him stood a pretty little girl, his grand-
daughter, with curling chestnut hair and beautiful roguish merry
eyes. She had gathered some primroses and stuck them in her
brown straw hat. And when I came up the child pretended to be
shy, got behind her grandfather and seemed to be looking along the
bank for more flowers. I stopped and spoke to the old man. 'I am
fourscore,' he said. 'For sixty years I worked at the blast furnaces
and the fire was too strong for my eyes. I came out here to stand
and try if I could gather a few coppers as it is market day/
Monday, 3 March
Returned to Clyro to take charge of the parish for three weeks,
two Sundays for Mr. Venables.
Reached Hay at 1.18 and going to the Castle joined the Bevans
at luncheon. As I walked over to Clyro I overtook Mrs. Williams
of Little Wern y Pentre hobbling home with her stick, and Hannah.
She was almost overcome and besought me to stay with them and
never to leave them again. 'You know what we want,* she said.
'We want you to live at the Vicarage.' Alas, it is not in my power.
At the school the dear children were on the look out for me. After-
noon school was just over and they were clustering in the play-
ground and some walking along the road towards the Hay — such
exclamations of delight and smiles of loving welcome and faces
lighted up and flushed with pleasure. It was very touching to be so
welcomed back. Mrs. Rogers (Pring) makes me most comfortable
at the Vicarage and quite spoils me.
Tuesday, 4 March
I have the bedroom at the Vicarage looking towards the south
and the mountains. How sweet once more to see the morning spread
upon the mountains.
Mrs. Chaloner says I must put myself in a cage to-day or the old
women will tear me to pieces for joy. I have been villaging all day.
The welcome of the people is very touching.
There are changes in Clyro since I left. Six or seven of the old
familiar faces have passed away in those six months. Dear little lily
Crighton, aged 7 years, and the patriarch William Williams of

